I$Q                        PEAKS   AND   LAMAS

turn him from his purpose.   The guest may be made to wait
all night out in the cold, but that is preferable to insulting

him.

When their frantic efforts to coax the armchair into the door-
way proved fruitless, they turned their attention to the win-
dow. One young monk heaved vigorously from the outside
while another pulled with all his strength from within. We
feared that the whole cottage would collapse, but suddenly,
with a crash, the armchair lurched through the window. In a
second, agitation gave way to their normal bland demeanour,
as we were smilingly ushered into the august presence.

We stepped into a dimly lit room, furnished with altar,
lamps, scrolls and books. On a rug by the window, turned
so that the disturbing rays of the sun should not fall directly
on Ms face, a rather fat man in orange robes was seated,
Buddha fashion. His face was broad, with twinkling, humor-
ous eyes, his hair long and wispy; from his ears hung a pair of
large gold rings. The great thickness of his neck was increased
by a prominent goitre; the whole effect might have been comic
but for the aura of power which seemed to radiate from his
person, making one feel at once that here was no ordinary
mortal. Actually, I have never looked on a more impressive
face, despite its grotesqueness.

We presented a ceremonial scarf and were then invited to
take our seats in strict hierarchical order, with myself in the
armchair. After this there followed a brief and formal conversa-
tion, during which I asked him to be so kind as to bless the
porters' before we started up the Zemu. The abbot offered us
some arak, or rice spirit; we were each served with a bowl
of the liquid. I took a sip; it was the nearest thing to neat
sulphuric acid that I have ever tasted and I spent the rest of
the hour fiddling with my cup and pretending to sip it from time
to time. I do not think that much of the precious fire-water
was wasted, for no doubt all that remained in our bowls was
afterwards carefully poured back into the bottle.

The stage was set for the blessing ceremony on the open
space before the temple, where a high seat was installed for. the
abbot and facing it, five lower ones covered with small Tibetan
rugs for us. The porters, both Lachhen men and our nucleus
of Darjeeling Sherpas, gathered round, and then the hermit,
attended by his lamas, mounted the dais. He was wearing on